Raymond Carver

to go to college, so everybody thought it was a good idea. I thought so,
too, at first. How’d I know it was 8oing to wind up costing me an arm and
a leg? He borrowed left and right from the banks to keep himself going.
He didn’t want to have to work a job and go to school at the same time.
That’s what he said. And, sure, I guess I can understand it. In a way, I can
even sympathize. Who likes to work? I don’t. But after he’d borrowed
everything he could, everything in sight, including enough to finance a
junior year in Germany, I had to begin sending him money, and a lot of
it. When, finally, I said I couldn’t send any more, he wrote back and said
if that was the case, if that was really the way I felt, he was going to deal
drugs or else rob a bank—whatever he had to do to get money to live on.
I'd be lucky if he wasn’t shot or sent to prison.

I wrote back and said I’d changed my mind and I could send him a
little more after all. What else could I do? I didn’t want his blood on my
hands. I didn’t want to think of my kid being packed off to prison, or
something even worse. I had plenty on my conscience as it was.

That’s four people, right? Not counting my brother, who wasn’t a
regular yet. I was going crazy with it. I worried night and day. I couldn’t
sleep over it. I was paying out nearly as much money every month as I
was bringing in. You don’t have to be a genius, or know anything about
economics, to understand that this state of affairs couldn’t keep on. I had
to get a loan to keep up my end of things. That was another monthly
payment.

So I started cutting back. I had to quit eating out, for instance. Since
Ilived alone, eating out was something I liked to do, but it became a thing
of the past. And I had to watch myself when it came to thinking about
movies. I couldn’t buy clothes or get my teeth fixed. The car was falling
apart. I needed new shoes, but forget it.

Once in a while I'd get fed up with it and write letters to all of them,
threatening to change my name and telling them I was going to quit my
job. I'd tell them I was planning a move to Australia. And the thing was,
I was serious when I'd say that about Australia, even though I didn’t know
the first thing about Australia. I just knew it was on the other side of the
world, and that’s where I wanted to be.

But when it came right down to it, none of them really believed I'd
80 to Australia. They had me, and they knew it. They knew I was desper
ate, and they were sorry and they said so. But they counted on it all
blowing over before the first of the month, when I had to sit down and
make out the checks.
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After one of my letters where I talked about moving to Australia, my
mother wrote that she didn’t want to be a burden any longer. Just as 001
as the swelling went down in her legs, she said, she was going out to look
for work. She was seventy-five years old, but maybe she could 80 back (o
waitressing, she said. I wrote her back and told her not to be silly. I said
I was glad I could help her. And I was. I was glad I could help. | just
needed to win the lottery. .

My daughter knew Australia was just a way of saying to everyhody
that I'd had it. She knew I needed a break and something to cheer me wp

So she wrote that she was going to leave her kids with somebody and take
the cannery job when the season rolled around. She was young and strong,
she said. She thought she could work the twelve-to-fourteen-houri duy
shifts, seven days a week, no problem. She’d just have to tell hersell she

could do it, get herself psyched up for it, and her body would listen. Shie
just had to line up the right kind of babysitter. That'd be the big thing
It was going to require a special kind of sitter, seeing as how the hours
would be long and the kids were hyper to begin with, because of all the
Popsicles and Tootsie Rolls, M&M'’s, and the like that they put awiay (‘Vrll \;
day. It’s the stuff kids like to eat, right? Anyway, she thought she couls
find the right person if she kept looking. But she had to buy the boots and
clothes for the work, and that’s where I could help.

My son wrote that he was sorry for his part in things ;‘nnl thi ",'Hl” le
and I would both be better off if he ended it once and h)f all, Hor one
thing, he’d discovered he was allergic to cocaine. It m;ulv.lm CYON NLTORIT
and affected his breathing, he said. This meant he couldn’t test the deugs
in the transactions he’d need to make. So, before it could even begin, his
career as a drug dealer was over. No, he said, better a bullet in the temple
and end it all right here. Or maybe hanging. That would save l”,“.l ll»ll'
trouble of borrowing a gun. And save us the price of bullets, That's
actually what he said in his letter, if you can believe it. FHe enclosed o
picture of himself that somebody had taken last summer when he was n
the study-abroad program in Germany. He was standing under a big tree
with thick limbs hanging down a few feet over his head. In the picture,
he wasn’t smiling. : .

My former wife didn’t have anything to say on the matter, She didn's

have to. She knew she'd get her money the first of each month, even if
it had to come all the way from Sydney. If she didn’t get it, she just had
to pick up the phone and call her lawyer,



